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[ etter from the Editor

This edition has been an absolute joy to work on, as our team grew this semes-
ter. Publications like Labyrinth bring student voices to life, and I believe that stu-
dent and youth voices are among the most significant ones that people should
be listening to. As of May 2024, students nationwide are using their voices to
call attention to the ongoing genocide in Palestine. Over 30,000 Palestinians
have been killed, the majority of whom are women and children. Many more
will be killed if we, as a people, do not take action. According to the Council
on Foreign Relations, the United States has sent $300 billion in economic and
military assistance; American tax dollars are funding a genocide. This is not
normal. Hailing from the Philippines—a land that was colonized for 300 years
by the Spanish and later imperialized by the United States—I come from a
colonized background similar to that of Palestinians, do not have a homeland
to return to. I would be disrespecting myself and my ancestors if I did not use
my own voice to speak out on this issue. Palestinian liberation is connected to
my people's liberation, and it is connected to yours. I urge you to use your own
voice to protest and to call your local elected officials, demanding a permanent
ceasefire in Gaza.

We, as human beings, should not turn a blind eye to the mass slaughter of peo-
ple. MAKE NOISE.

[ dedicate this issue to the oppressed and colonized,
yearming and dreaming of liberation, a decolonized world.

[ dedicate this issue to my ancestors and islands.

[ dedicate this issue to a Free Palestine, Free Philypphines,
Free Congo, and Free Turtle Island.

In community and always in solidarity,

Aki Malig Dayag

"When we revolt it's not for a particular culture. We revolt simply
because, for many reasons, we can no longer breathe."
-Frantz Fanon
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CORDIVAE LUZ DULCEY

Once upon a time, I was cursed. Once upon a time, they were
cursed. Once upon a time, we forged the closest of bonds.

The events leading to my curse matter not, nor do
the ones leading to theirs. The only thing that does matter is
that, at different points in time, we had both been turned—
against our wills—into crows.

I lamented my transformation; the rest of my life
would be a mere few years and I would never again be able
to enjoy the various luxuries of life as a human. Never again
would I be able to tend to my garden, never again would I
enjoy the bittersweet taste of a warm cup of chocolate, never
again would I be able to take a relaxing swim in the lake near
my former house. Never again would I have a house.

Eventually, whether by necessity or simply growing
used to my new form, I learned to enjoy the simple pleasures
of life as a corvid. I ate berries oft bushes and I stole food from
those stupid enough to turn their gaze elsewhere while in my
presence. And of course, I learned to fly. I soared through the
sky on currents of wind. I perched in the highest points of the
city and felt no fear when I looked down. The simplicity of
a bird’s life had grown on me; it seemed almost preferable to
the complex and painful life of a human.

Still, I felt as if I was missing something. A certain
connection was lacking that I so desperately craved.

I wanted companionship. The other crows served as
satisfactory company for a while, but their intelligence paled
in comparison to mine. Humans, on the other hand, were
entirely out of the question; I could either pretend to be a nat-
ural-born crow and be treated as nothing more than a lowly
pet, or I could reveal my cursed nature and scare them off or,
gods forbid, I could even be hunted.

The loneliness was growing, an ever-expanding pit
in my avian torso gnawing at me constantly. The only way
I could vent my frustrations was to fly to the highest point I
could find—the top of a lonely tower near the city’s center—
and caw vainly into the air, hoping that someone would hear
my cry and come, but knowing no one ever would.

Thank the gods that I was wrong.

I had spent an entire year in solitude since my trans-
formation by then. I had just finished cawing into the wind
that day, when I spotted them soaring through the air straight
towards me. There was something odd about their move-
ments; they reminded me of someone. It then struck me: they
moved with the same mannerisms I had a whole year ago,
the mannerisms of a freshly turned crow. My breast swelled
with hope. Would I at last meet someone like me? Someone I

could truly connect with, that could connect with me
like no one else ever would be able to?

They perched next to me, keeping a fair dis-
tance. They were cautious, as I once was. I spoke—
something I was extremely grateful crows could do—
for the first time in months: “Were you... turned... as
well?” They stepped back in surprise for a tick before
opening their beak in an attempt to replicate my ac-
tion, but half a caw came out in the stead of words.
They were about to try again, but they quickly gave
up and nodded instead.

Oh! The happiness that flowed through me
upon seeing that simple gesture! Never had I been
more grateful to see a mere nod than in that moment.
In my ecstasy I jumped forward, startling the new bird.
I quickly apologized, and began excitedly talking with
them. The conversation was less than fruitful owing to
their lack of speech, but I was satisfied nonetheless. 1
told them to follow me, that I would teach them how
to live this new life. I would show them the best places
to go foraging, I would teach them the most efficient
ways to fly, and I would of course instruct them on
how to speak. Seeing no other option, they decided to
take the leap of faith and placed their trust in me.

The next year went by quickly. They had
learned to speak, and I had managed to glean various
nuggets of information from them: their name was
Alex, they were cursed less than a month before meet-
ing me, and—most importantly—they had decided to
stay with me.

We had so much fun in the years after, enough
to last us a lifetime—several, in terms of crow lifes-
pans. We turned our shared curse into a blessing, and
through it formed a bond closer than I even knew pos-
sible. We flew together, we cawed together, we foraged
together, we stole together, and we grew old together.

We died together.

We had spent about seven years together,
which is a decent number for a crow, and neither of
us had expected one of our usual targets—an old
man and his equally old wife running a bakery togeth-
er—to adopt a cat. By the time we saw the orange
blur of fur barreling towards us, we knew there was
no escape. Instead of the flood of adrenaline I had
been expecting, a wave of calm washed over me, and
looking over to Alex, I saw in their eyes that the same
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was true for them. We had no regrets. We accepted our fate. The cat
slammed into us with its claws bared, and I drew my last breath.

Then I drew another. And another. And yet another, until
I realized that I was somehow still alive. I looked down, but where 1
expected to see talons I instead saw feet. Human feet.

The curse had been broken. I was... conflicted, to say the
least. Could I truly return to life as a human? Would I never again
be able to soar? A pool of dread began to form in my gut as I asked
myself yet another question: would I be able to live on without Alex?

I fortunately never had to learn the answer to that question.

I'looked to my left where Alex the dead crow was supposed
to be, and instead saw Alex the very much alive human. While their
face was foreign to me, their eyes were unmistakably theirs, and in
them I saw recognition as they looked into my own eyes and. drew
the same conclusions. '

We stared at each other in shock. The cat had run aw:
now, startled by our sudden transformation. I spoke using my
for the first time in nearly a decade: “Are we...?” Alex shakily*nod

ded. A wave of some feeling I cannot name—or was it multiple?

rushed through my body. d Alex in a tight embrace and began “' . ';,
to sob. They did the same. '
We both had no 1

a what to do now, but we were happ
nonetheless to merely still bé together. I stood up on wobbly legs and ~ -
took a breath deeper than any I had taken in years. I scanned our
surroundings as I regained my composure and noticed something
that piqued my interest. , bakery had a “help wanted” poster
on its window. I gave Alexia joyous look and smiled before finally
wing |

“I think... I think Fknow what we’re going to do.”

G
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Che Duke Ix5
An IJucredible Man

SONIA RILEY

The Duke is an incredible man. Each morning he puts on his
shining armor with the help of his assistant squire, Dave. The
pair wax and shine each crevice of the armor making it spar-
kle in the sunlight that falls not the antechamber room. The
stones are marble and veins of ice run through their porous
skin, it gives quite the dazzling effect, leaving visitors awestruck
and wondering, where could those have come from. The Duke
does not know.

Once the armor is finished and the body is properly
weighted and protected the Duke flies out to the large cham-
ber hall, his clinking footsteps light like a ballerina, waltzing
on pointed toes, striding towards the gilded lily chair that has
mahogany carvings of bears and seals, wolves and lions. Next
to him rests a three legged stool that wobbles a bit on the flag-
stone floor. The Duke loves this table, it was a gift from his
mother. On the table he sets three rabbits paws attached to his
large golden key that opens the secret desk of riddles. In this
desk lies the riddle necessary for each person to answer their
most ardent questions; does he love me, will I die, what am I
here for, who is the sky?

One by one the Searchers arrive and stand in line
outside the chamber hall. Few of them talk with each other.
They were cloth coverings and dirty shoes. Some come from
great distances and have hardly anything at all. None of them
bring offerings, they themselves are such. They clutch tight to

their questions, holding them close to their heart, scared
that if they let them fall they will be further away from
learning who they are.

Dave invites each one in, with a nod of his hairy
head and a grin. He wears great flowing leather boots that
rise up to his knees and spill out with fluff and frill into his
yellow silk pants that are tight around his thighs and but-
tocks. His yellow shirt is open at the chest and underneath
is a sheer white linen top. Chest hairs poke from the holes
of the top and run up his chest to meet his smooth pointed
beard. A curly mustache sits poignantly poised above his
small upper lip and his devil green eyes reeck of mischief.
The pair walk together, silently, to the foot of the chair,
where the Duke sits waiting with not an ounce of impa-
tience. The searcher need only look to the Duke to convey
their question and the Duke swiftly strikes out to the desk,
key in hand, rabbit paws dangling over his dainty wrist. The
desk recoils and huffs and out of its secret compartment
shoots a small parchment. The Duke looks over it longing-
ly, not hesitating nor rushing. He smooths out the papyrus
paper on his metal thigh and looks up to catch the eye of his
cat Vivian. A small black and white cat, she is mottled and
slinky, curiously exploring every nook of the hall.

The searcher looks nervous, wondering what is
inside that metal and why does he wear it inside, but they
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dare not impose upon him in fear he may not
share their riddle. When the riddle is deemed
sufficient it is handed to Dave who ushers
the searcher out a small rounded wooden
side door, the metal that bars its wooden slats
creaking at the urge of it opening. The search-
er reenters the world, blinded by light, for the
chamber hall is relatively dark, save for a sin-
gle stained glass window above the head of the
Duke.

The Duke does this all day pulling
riddles out for each searcher that asks, until at
the end of the day there are no searchers, at
last. Upon Dave’s signal the Duke rises, Vivian
at his side, and returns to the antechamber to
take off his heavy metal armor. Underneath
1s a very strong, healthy body save for a sin-
gle large pulsing red scar that runs from the

left side of his neck streaking down into his
cloth covering underneath his right boob
and across his back ending at a small X’
across his spinal column.

Dave serves the Duke a simple
meal of bread and stew before leaving to
his own small room that has but a cot, a
closet, and a single lamp. The Duke eats
his meal by candlelight at a wooden table,
sitting on a wooden stool. He eats slowly,
trancelike, washing away his day with the
pleasurable warmth sliding into his stom-
ach. He washes his face in the wash bin,
rubbing three times around his eyes and
climbs into bed. He blows out the candle
from his straw cot. In the dark he cries,
long sobs of hot tears that pulse from the
point in his stomach and burn through the

scar on his back.

The Duke wonders, when
will he find his riddle, when will he
know who he is, when will he be able
to rejoin the world armor-less. The
Duke sleeps and the Duke dreams of
himself, dancing down a long hallway;,
faces rushing past, places pulling him
along faster and faster streaming to-
wards the light at the end of the hall.
The Duke wakes up and forgets it all,
pulling on his armor to heed the call
of the Searcher.

Nnt a Sunflower

A sunflower standing out—
In a field of roses—

Is how I'd describe you—
As my heart proposes.

Oh, to be the sun—
And to acquire your gaze.
All of existence I shall see—

by Rubi

Yet a mere sunflower—to leave me dazed
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A sunflower—you are not—
But a mere person and then none.

Even so—as you walk by,
Sunflowers tend to face you instead of the sun.

A glimpse as I walk by—

Learn my existence is cruel.
Another’s shine has you entranced—
As for you—1I, a fool.

A shot at my heart and soul—

A shot right through.

Yet I’d enjoy breaking it—

I'd enjoy breaking my heart for you.
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You know that feeling you get sometimes when you’re asleep? That
feeling of freefall? That sudden rush of adrenaline flowing through
your veins like liquid shock? The involuntary jolt of your limbs as
your perfect slumber is disturbed and you wake up in terror, only to
realize that you were perfectly safe the whole time?

I get that feeling a lot.

Every night, when I go to sleep, I have the same dream. A forest
stands before me, the shifting branches like hands beckoning me.
Behind me is desolation, a barren and frozen wasteland full of a
bitter, cold, and silent emptiness. The forest calls to me, the sweet
chirping of the insects worming its way through my ears into my
bones. There is a whisper under it, barely audible yet clear as day. It
grows stronger than everything else, a powerful pull begging me in a
language that doesn’t exist. My brain twists and contorts around the
foreign noise, the sickening pain of its stretching in my skull almost
enough to wake me, but before it does, I understand. It wants me
to find it.

I walk into the woods, though I soon find myself sprinting. I do not
remember when I started moving, but I do not care. I need to find
the source of the voice. I do not know why, I do not understand, but
it doesn’t matter. I will understand everything once I find the voice.
I must find it.

I'm getting closer. My legs sting from the scratches of discarded
branches. There are dull pains from the bruises made by the rocks
I nearly stumble on. The chirping of the bugs and the rustling of
leaves in the wind has long since faded. It’s almost completely silent
now. Silent, save for one thing. My ears are bleeding from the inten-
sifying yet steady sound. The warm fluid drips down to my neck,
but I do not mind. I’'m almost there. I can nearly touch the voice. I
reach out.

The ground splits open beneath my feet.

I wake up, adrenaline surging through every vein and artery. My
last memory is of the voice. It cries out as I fall, in what sounds like
despair. I have failed it. The sadness is a weight, nearly crushing me.
Will I ever reach it? Will I ever behold its beauty?

Night after night, dream after dream, I try to finally reach the source
of that gorgeous calling, seemingly in vain. I do not know what stops
me. Is it God? The Devil? My own fear?

I spend most of my waking moments researching methods I can
use to improve my sleep. Things like friends and careers no longer
matter to me, so I cast them aside. I try lucid dreaming, rituals, and
all sorts of teas and concoctions. I am getting closer, I even brush up
against it, but it still isn’t enough. I still cannot see it.

I wake up in a cold sweat. How many attempts have I
made now? I almost begin to despair, but something is
different this time. I look around, and I realize that I am
truly seeing. I get up and walk to my mirror in wonder.
My eyes look so much older than me—ancient, even—
and more lively than they have ever been. They are radi-
ant, my irises a color I have never seen before.

A veil has been lifted. I see the true nature of everything
around me, the horrifying reality of it all challenging my
comprehension like nothing ever has before. As terrify-
ing as it all is, I want to see it all. I want to know all. I
have to.

I go for a walk, the first I have taken in a long time. My
new eyes greedily drink every sight into my very soul.
The trees are barren, the sun cold. I look at the branches,
and they have a sharpness to them I hadn’t previously
noticed. Their very cells and the processes they run to
stay alive are exposed to me. There is no language in
existence that can fully explain the sheer truth I see.

And yet, there is still something behind it all, something I
am beginning to see the shape of but is still far too large
and hidden for me to even begin to comprehend. It isn’t
until I finally see other people that I truly understand
why I am being shown this.

Their eyes are cold and dead. They lack the gift of beau-
tiful and true vision I alone have been bestowed. In this
moment I know what I must do. I have to share it with
them. I have to make them see. I have to reach the voice,
for only it can make them understand. I will never be
able to convince them, for they are the cave dwellers and
I am the only free person. I have seen the real world, but
they will cling to the familiar shadows on their wall.

I go back to my apartment. Whatever it is that keeps
me from reaching the end of my dream, it will not stop
me tonight. Tonight I will find it. Tonight I will find the
voice. I will find its source.

I am determined. Resolution fortifies me, my muscles
tightening in anticipation. I take enough tranquilizers to

down a horse and I lay down to sleep.

I go through the dream again. I follow the voice, and the
ground splits for the last time.

I’'m falling. Every fiber of my being is yelling at me, beg-
ging me to stop, to wake up, but it is futile.

I'land on top of where the chasm opened, its mouth now
sealed. A new hope is burning within me.

I dash forward. This is it. I've finally reached it.



I look at the source.

oustingly beautiful. M s burn in sear-
ing pain as I look at it, but I refuse to turn my
gaze. It reeks of filthy carrion and flowers on a
spring morning, of coffee and arson. Looking at
it sounds like a lifelong dream finally realized.
Touching it, I taste knowledge. My very bones
ache and every single hair on my body stands on
end as a pure and roiling euphoric terror attacks
every one of my cells. It is the light and it is the
shadow. It is order and it is chaos. It reaches out
to me with an arm that doesn’t exist.

It embraces me.

Once again a velil is lifted, and I finally behold
everything. Its plan, its desires are revealed to
me, the information seemingly implanted into
my own mind, sliding into place in the mass of
slimy flesh that humans call a brain. It’s so noble,
so beautiful. My smile stretches from ear to ear,
the muscles in my cheeks contracting more tight-
ly than I thought possible. Hot tears flow freely
down my face, the salt sweet on my tongue.

It’s calling out now, calling out to whoever can
hear. A terrifyingly pleasant cacophony of
screeching and harmony and nails on chalk-
boards. It seeks others that will heed the call.
Others that will help it fulfill its purpose. My
own destiny is almost fulfilled.

I wake up for the final time, for once without the
familiar despondence. I sit down at my comput-
er. The whirring of fans and the steady clacking
of keys begins to fill my otherwise silent apart-
ment:

You know that feeling you get sometimes when
you’re asleep?

Can you hear it yet?

Please, heed its call. Follow the voice. Open your

cy

Oh, and be careful when you fall.
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It rocks back and forth,

The small boat floats on the endless sea,

which glitters and shines like gold.

They leave soft kisses and whisper sweet nothings, but
she does not respond.

Gentle waves turn into serpents, wrapping around her.
Suffocating it in the depths of darkness.

It wraps around my neck, and my lungs fill with tears
and sorrow,

Floating in the endless blue, their smooth scales hold
me close.

I can't escape; I feel the love again.

They call to me-Sinner! Sinner!

I see them.

They adore me, my slithery friends.

Hiding in the darkness with golden slit eyes and pur-
ple-tipped fangs.

Floating in a sea of pitch black, they call to me; they
feel like home.

They sound like you; you who loves me, right?

Soledad Sandoval

Who speaks to me with red-stained teeth

who holds me close, protecting me from security

that 1s what love is, is it not?

She pulls me out of the abyss you drag me into.

She, a bee, buzzes and holds me tenderly.

Unlike you, who plucks out my voice and drowns my sor-
row out

This 1s love! It has to be love!

I am loved!

They try to pry me away, but she is mesmerizing.

Her beautiful black eyes are like the vast universe

Her small hands hold me gently; she kisses me with her
small yellow and black fuzzy body, leading me to her ha-
ven.

I walk away from them, from you, who scream in agony:.

The sun caresses my back; she is proud.

Instead of screaming, laughter fills the air.

What 1s this feeling?

The wind beckons me to view the vast green forest and
life-filled hills.

Who withstand the harsh winds and prevail in triumph,

They invite me; this is love.

ART: Sierra by Lori Rhodes




Precious Mangubat

Oliver buys a dozen roses every twelve days and keeps them in a vase by a window in his home. Each day, he picks a rose from
the dozen, trims away its keen thorns with his kitchen scissors, and holds it closely to his chest as he walks the long way to the college.
If he leaves his house at sunrise, he makes it to the academy gates just in time as they open.

“You're a fool, Oliver,” the students of the college poke fun at the heart-eyed boy standing by the gates with a rose in his hand,
yet he 1s unphased and stands tall, a sheepish smile playing on his lips. His loafers are worn out from the daily marches, the once fine
leather beginning to tear and shrivel from the overuse. Still, he never wears any other pair aside from his Sunday’s best, as it goes with
the black tie he loosely puts around his neck, one that he found for very little at the common market. “A fool, indeed.”

He counts about three hundred seconds after he arrives at the school until he hears her feather-light voice drawing closer.
Then, he stands a little straighter and glances at the rose once more until she is near enough that he can smell her expensive perfume.
Though she walks with the same friends every day, their names are lost in his memory as only hers is precious enough to keep. Their
eyes meet and Oliver’s world slows down. He never tires of the autumn woods held in her gaze.

“Evangeline,” the girls stop their conversations as the boy with a rose approaches. He holds out the flower and the girl meets
him halfway, taking the rose delicately in her hold. He cannot deny his smile at the sight of her beauty. She is heaven-sent in his eyes.

“Have a wonderful day.”

At those words, Evangeline shines but makes an effort to seem indifferent, only nodding politely before passing the boy. She
looks back at him only once more before entering the academy, and his day is made. He watches her blonde head disappear into the
building before he turns around and walks away. Every morning is the same for the season that passes. When it begins getting harder to
sell newspapers, he turns to picking flowers he sees on his way. Evangeline takes them, whether they be a cluster of daffodils or a single
dandelion.

But the winter comes and it gets cold.

Oliver finds the traversing impossible with the accompaniment of drowning snow reaching up to his knees. The boy falls ill
and for the rest of the wintertime, he does not see Evangeline. The months are long and cold, his skin frozen to the touch as his shabby
home provides no warmth. His mind is not spared as the bitterness trickles into his thoughts. He thinks of his flower girl who holds no
promise of returning his heart.

Does Evangeline look for me? He wonders to himself. When the blizzards seep through his rundown ceiling, he breaks his
own heart at the thought of Evangeline forgetting his flowers.

Maybe I am a fool, indeed. He stays inside for the rest of the frost, and when the sun peeks through his window where the
empty vase sits he stays inside as well. His heart remains frozen even when the ice outside thaws and the flowers begin to bloom once
more.

Only when there are three knocks does Oliver blink awake from his prison of thoughts. He rises and stalks to the door, his
steps reminiscent of those heading to the college. With heavy hands, he opens the entry to gaze at nothing. He looks around until his
eyes travel to his feet where a bouquet of dried roses awaits, dozens on dozens. A closer look and he sees familiar daffodils and dande-
lions. Bending down, Oliver takes the card attached to the flowers.

It reads: Spring is near. What blooms in your garden? -I
It is only then that Oliver looks up and sees the beauty of the after-winter.

Setunias

Soledad Sandoval

No one in sight, nothing but tiny petunias. into the quiet night sky.

Colorful and gentle, they glare as I pass by. As their golden sweet nectar stains the once-

Hidden in thick bushes, they toss in turmoil, clean soil,

Struggling to bloom in the darkness.

A murky, heavy fog surrounds us. And as the rows of petunias end, they meet with
the endless blue sea.

Treading carefully along the gloaming path, Bathing in the warm rays as the sun peeks upon

The wind carries the sickeningly sweet smell the horizon,

that drags into the abyss. The hills are too bright and lush to withstand

The strangulating and mesmerizing scent such a bitter taste.

drowns you as you struggle to escape. Facing the flourishing deadly cliff, a collage of

Yet they wave at you with the utmost elegance colours paints it as the waves crash furiously.

and grace with stained close petals. Screaming and writhing in pain, the cliff silently

stands, a fraction of what it once was.
The rhythm is alive; I feel it on my skin.
But don't be afraid; the wind can do so much.
And you'll escape with their arms spiraling
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Fteep the Door Closed

Miquelle Taubman

we only lived fifteen feet apart in our two bedroom city
apartment

and yet a mountain loomed between us

1 can’t really place my finger on when that mountain
started to grow

we had that fight back in September that made us stop
talking for a couple weeks straight

but that was not the start

that was the beginning of the end, yes

but not the first instance

1 think maybe the split between us began to grown when
you met him

i never liked him

istill don’t

1 thought 1 knew why but maybe it was not what 1 thought
maybe on some subconscious level 1 knew that he would
take you away from me forever

and he did

we were never the same after you met him

we used to sit on the couch and watch cartoons until you
fell asleep

we would sing along to music in the car

and make silly videos to post online for nobody to even
see

and we would order our favorite takeout food and boba
tea

but after he arrived we did those things less and less
until we never did them at all

SO Nno

that fight in late September was not the beginning of
that ravine

it was the dotting of 1’s and crossing of t’s

it was the snip of our fated strings being severed, bidding
us to part

and when you finally moved away without saying good-
bye a few days after my 22nd birthday

1 could not bring myself to enter the room that you left
behind

because it reminded me that you were no longer there

it reminded me that we were no longer even friends

that we were nothing but the past

it reminded me that there was once a time when 1 thought
our companionship would never and could never end
and how ironic that all seems now

so 1 kept the door shut

1 started to store some things in your room that 1 wasn’t
using all the time

but for the most part i stayed out

with the door still shut

ilet the room collect dust

1 could not bring myself to accept the truth

if 1 kept that door closed 1 could pretend you were just
away for the week at your boyfriend’s house, his house
or that maybe you were just visiting some family up north

to open the door would be to accept that you were really gone
and that would simply not do

so i ran and hid

and dug deep deep holes to bury the truth

but of course

what you run from always catches up in the end

and now i am stuck

scrambling to filll the void that was born out of the remains of our once
friendship

1 had to learn to live a life that does not include you

1 wish 1 knew it was love sooner

maybe 1 would have known what to do

maybe our lives would be different

maybe we’d still be friends

maybe we’d be more than that

but that can never be

and 1 think 1 don’t want it to be

but i don’t know

maybe 1 do

it’s hard to imagine life being better without you when you’re all 1 ever
knew

and you two are still together living happily down in LA

or that’s what i hear

1 hope you’re happy

i think

but 1 think 1’d be happier if you were back here

back home with me

watching disney movies on the couch

and eating chicken wings on mismatched hand-me-down ceramic plates
we can put this all behind us

but i know that will never ever be
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INTRODUCTION
Literature has long been an offspring
of thought and change through the agency it
awards its characters and the opportunity
to cascade their voices. In an evolving social
landscape of inequality and marginalization
lay those unable to overcome their indiffer-
ence to the ignorance of oppression. Therein
lies the essence of literature that encompasses
the amplifying of the unheard and ignored
voices of society. Although factors based on
culture and region exist, any individual can
become voiceless. The literature reviewed in
this research stems from Honors English 110,
a Composition, Literature, & Critical Think-
ing course that introduces threads of literary
theories and genres to discuss their applica-
tions amongst each text. During the course, I
exhibited the strong connection of literature’s
purpose to real-world social conflicts with the
trending persistence of voicelessness amongst
cach text.
“Women Life

dom” Movement reflects an ongoing protest

In Iran the Free-
of voicelessness that parallels the purpose of
literature. On September 16, 2022, Mahsa
Amini was brutally beaten by Iran’s moral
police, who were “disciplining” Amini for not
adhering to the Islamic hijab requirements.
Women in Iran have historically faced signif-
icant limitations on their freedoms, including
restrictions on their ability to dress as they
please, work outside the home, and participate
in the political process.

However, the killing of Mahsa Amini has
sprung movements of inclusivity across the
globe, to a scale that one could characterize
as revolutionary. On top of exposure through
literature, social media and technology has up-
lifted the people of Iran seeking to empower
agency and hold accountable the atrocities of
the Iranian regime. In this study, interviews
conducted with prominent members of the
Iranian Diaspora put into real-world perspec-
tive the purpose of amplifying voice, as seen in
the discussed literature.

Through these interviews, key in-
sights into Iranian Diasporic activism are
revealed to amplify the voices protesting the
regime. Moreover, activism within Iranian Di-
aspora acts synonymously with power of liter-
ature and its ability to inspire social change.
Howl, Recitatif, M. Butterfly, Sally Heathcote:
Suffragette, and Americanah surface the sto-
ries of marginalized characters whose voices

THE PROTEST OF LITERATURE:
THE VoIcEs OF THE IRANIAN REVOLUTION AS REPRESENTATIVE OF A
COMPARATIVE LLITERARY ANALYSIS

ARYA SHADAN

have been subverted in society. In each piece of lit-
erature, protagonists reclaim their agency, rejecting
the construct of singular voice. Focusing on the pro-
test within literature affirms the need for society to
deny generic societal frameworks that marginalize
those with a subaltern voice, revealing the common
between literature and the Women Life Ireedom
Movement to amplify the voices of the underrepre-
sented.

LITERATURE REVIEW

Literature is a powerful tool for change
that provokes thought and upwardly progresses so-
ciety. This paper presents literature with non-linear
and heavily multilayered storylines that protest per-
sisting social issues. The array of literature provides
a deeper understanding of how each character seeks
liberation from a limiting identity and how the text
liberates that identity. The five pieces of literature
analyzed all pertain to different categories (poetry,
short story, play, graphic novel, and traditional nov-
el), showcasing literature’s versatile ability to serve
as a protest for voice. Immersing into the literary
analysis, reveals each author's purpose to ampli-
fy the characters in their narratives. Similarly, the
work produced by the Iranian Diasporic community
awards agency to the people of Iranian seeking lib-
eration from the regime. Each text’s ability to up-
lift voice coupled with the activism occurring in the
Iran Diasporic community highlights the purpose of
literature to inform change.

ALLEN GINSBERG, HOWL.

In Howl, the speaker's voice represents
the reality of a group of individuals in society—left
unheard and ignored. Throughout the poem, the
speaker in the text remains anonymous/unknown
but begins by stating. “I saw the best minds of my
generation destroyed by madness, starving hysteri-
cal naked” (Ginsberg 1). The bold fashion sets the
stage for a group of voices facing apparent blind-
ness from society. Furthermore, there is a direct
parallel between formalism and the subaltern voice.
Through formalism, each literary structure incor-
porates hidden meanings. In Howl’s footnote, the
speaker shouts, “The typewriter is holy the poem is
holy the voice is holy the hearers are holy the ecstasy
is holy!” (Ginsberg Line 7). The anaphora of “holy”
and mystic tone of the speaker reflects an intention
to convey a meaning that attributes “holiness” to the
subaltern voice.

Ginsberg through a
post-structuralist form of literature to illuminate a
protest of normalcy. The forefront of religion and
emblematic social “punctuation” limits individuals
who do not conform, leaving them unheard. The

relays  activism

dominance of figurative social frameworks creates

images of unitary identity, othering the select
members of society. Founded upon acceptance,
Howl is an optimistic message to readers that re-
gardless of conformity, you are accepted

TONI MORRISON RECITATIF.

Toni Morrison’s short story, Recitatif,
describes a relationship between two daughters,
their mothers, and a disabled orphanage em-
ployee named Maggie in New York. Morrison
omits all racial markers in the short story to
leave interpretations of race to the reader and
uncovering racialized assumptions they may
develop. In one instance, Protagonist Twyla
states, “Maggie was my dancing mother. Deaf]
I thought, and dumb. Nobody inside... And
when the gar girls pushed her down and start-
ed roughhousing, I knew she wouldn't scream,
couldn't-just like me and I was glad about that”
(Morrison 36). Morrison provides a space within
literature by giving voice to characters who are
unable to “scream” or be heard. Through the
absence of identifiers concerning race, gender,
and class, each character is enabled accessibility
of their voice by readers. The enigmatic form of
the text works to overcome preconceived notions
about characters and makes their voice available
to readers.

Moreover, an emphasis on gender and
disability reveals the subverted voices within the
text. Morrison's ability to portray each charac-
ter in such senses brings to light the amplitude
of inequality experienced by each character.
Specifically, the depleted voices of Mary and
Maggie deny them any social acceptance. Twyla
remarks to Maggie, stating, “What if she wants
to cry? Can she cry?” (Morrison 8). The meta-
phorical attribution of mutual marginalization
becomes apparent through Twyla’s seemingly
imitative curiosity regarding Maggie's inability
to cry. Furthermore, Twyla subverts her agen-
cy by focusing on the livelihood of Maggie and
Mary—her mother. Twyla does not feel remorse
for them, rather she relates to Maggie’s subaltern
voice and states, “I knew she wouldn't sc